A SAFER HIDING-PLACE
HEN the bookbinder found himself alone again, with the flat key of the safe in his purse, he asked himself what was his next most urgent business. Go straight to the rue Taillepain and see whether Leheudry was doing as he had been told ? Tell him, at the same time, about his dealings with Sophie Parent, or as much as it was good for him to know ? Overwhelm him with the prestige of such a success ? " You see, I can make people do what I like," How would Leheudry look when he saw the little key ?
" A gratification of my self-esteem, of my pride, which can wait. Besides, I must not show myself too often in the rue Taillepain. Go straight on with my programme : find a new hiding-place for Leheudry."
Though he had not really applied himself to this problem, Quinette had been turning it over in his mind for several days. Various parts of Paris, which he knew more or less, suggested themselves to him of their own accord. He had not subjected them to critical examination. He had been content to get the feel of them one by one, through a kind of animal instinct.
In many respects, some of them the most ordinary, there were conspicuous gaps in his sensitiveness ; but he was very highly endowed with a scent for hiding-places. The mere thought of a street, a neighbourhood, at once provoked in him a reaction which was like a shiver, veering between the pleasure of security and the thrill of anxiety. Then, in a general kind of way, without any topographical detail, it
343